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"May    I    change    my    underwear 
here." 

"Yes,  but  really  there  is  an  aw- 
ful draft." 

Missouri   "Showme" 


Now  this  takes  a  girl  with  nerve 
— playing  strip  poker  with  only 
a  bathing  suit  on. 

Bloomington  "Bored  Walk" 


Do  you  play  on  the  piano? 
I   have   but   it's   terrible   uncom- 
fortable. "Sour  Owl" 


"How    do    ya    make    a    peach 
cordial?" 

"Give  her  about  four  shots." 
"The  Shine" 


Cop  (to  couple  in  car)  :  "You 
can't  waste  your  time  parking 
here." 

Euphiculus:  'I'm  not  wasting 
my  time." 

Colby  "White  Mule" 


Professor  (to  alumnus,  with 
baby  in  his  arms)  :  "Still  cribbing, 
I  see."  Exchange 


Doc:    "This  wine,   women,   and 
song  racket  is  killing  you." 

Guy:    "I'll   never   sing   again   as 
long  as  I  live!" 

M.  I.  T.  "Voo  Doo" 


College  guy:  "I  was  out  with  a 
nurse  last  night." 

Co-ed:  "Cheer  up.  Maybe  your 
mother  will  let  you  go  out  without 
one  sometime."         Rice  "Owl" 


RULES 
For  a  young  girl  who  wants  to 
keep  her  youth: 

i.  Get  him  in  infancy! 

2.  Treat  him   rough! 

3.  Never     introduce     him     to    a 
good-looking  girl! 

Temple  "Owl" 


"You  brute,  where  did  you  kick 
that  dog?" 

"Ah,  madame,  thereby  hangs  the 
tail."  Princeton   "Tiger" 


If  that's'catnip 

Pftv^a  caterpillar! 


THE  Colonel  tried  to  be  kittenish 
. . .  tut  the  result  was  catastrophe  I 
There  is  one  tobacco  that  domestic 
pets  (irom  wives  to  kittens)  run 
towards,  not  awiiy  from  I 

With  Sir  Walter  Raleigh  you  are 
almost  guaranteed  a  perfect  smoke. 
Why  the  "almost"?  Simply  because 
no  tobacco  can  overcome  the  handicap 
of  a  foul,  unkept  pipe.  In  a  well- 
preserved  briar  there  is  just  nothing 
like  the  satisfaction  you  get  out  of 
Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  fragrant,  mild 
mixture,  kept  fresh  in  gold  foil. 

Your  nearest  tobacconist  has  this 
orange  and  black  tin  of  rare  Kentucky 
Burleys.  You'll  agree  with  thousands 
of  particular  smokers  that  it's  the  cat's  I 

Brown  &  Williamson  Tobacco  Corporation 
Louisville,  Kentucky,  Dept.  W-54 

Send  for  this 

FREE 

BOOKLET 
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ADVICE   TO   THE 

LOVEWORN 

By  El  Senor  Harro  Shaffero 

Question:    "Do  you  know  any- 
thing about  accounting?" 

Answer:  "Oh  my  yes." 

Q.   "Well,  how  do  you  account 
for  my  hair  coming  out?" 

A.  "You  ought  to  use  something 
to  keep  it  in." 

Q.  "I  do,  a  cigar  box." 
Here,   Here,   El   Senor  pulls  the 
wisecracks. 


Q.  "Last  night  my  girl  friend 
said  I  got  her  goat.  She  doesn't 
have  any  kids,  just  what  did  she 
mean  by  goat?" 

A.  "My  son  (who  knows),  a 
goat  is  about  half  as  high  as  a 
sheep,  if  the  sheep  is  big  enough. 
A  female  goat  is  called  a  buttress; 
a  little  goat  is  called  a  goatee.  Goats 
are  very  useful  for  eating  up  things. 
They  are  at  times  very  benevolent 
in  their  choice  of  food.  Last  month 
my  goat  ate  a  copy  of  the  PURPLE 
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PARROT  and  all  the  copies  of  the 
Daily  up  until  the  twenty-third  of 
the  month.  Poor  thing,  he  died 
on  the  morning  of  the  twenty- 
fourth.  The  night  before  his  death 
he  was  terrible.  The  doctor  told 
him  he  ought  to  take  something. 
So  he  walked  down  the  street,  and 
what  should  he  do  but  take  North- 
way's  last  copy  of  the  PURPLE 
PARROT.  It  didn't  help  the  goat 
any,  but  after  that  Northway  was 
with  me  heart  and  soul  to  cure  the 
animal.  But,  alas,  a  lack  of  some- 
thing or  other  made  our  attempts 
futile.  He  may  have  died  laugh- 
ing from  the  P.  P.,  but  I  have  my 
own  opinion  that  it  was  a  much 
more  natural  and  common  death. 
I  had  noticed  that  Mactruck  (poor 
boy,  that  was  his  name,  more  pow- 
er to  him)  had  been  slowing  down 
terribly  the  last  few  days.  Since 
he  had  started  eating  the  DAILY 
diet  he  wasn't  able  to  pass  any- 
thing. Herein  I  have  exhausted  my 
entire  knowledge  of  goats,  and 
amidst  tears  and  sorrowful  sadness 
I  wish  you  the  best  of  luck  in  re- 
turning her  animal  to  her.     May 


everything  come  out  all  right  in 
your  case,  even  though  it  did  not 
in  the  case  of  Mactruck. 


Signa  Moo:  "I  am  33  years  old 
and  a  sophomore  at  Northwestern. 
I  have  fallen  in  love  with  a  girl,  a 
very  sensible  looking  girl,  who, 
however,  does  not  respond  to  my 
affliction  for  her  in  spite  of  the  fact 
that  I  am  considered  a  very  eligible 
youth  by  the  other  members  of  my 
set  in  school." 

El  Senor:  "You  need  a  change, 
join  the  standing  army.  Do  not 
worry,  the  little  lass  may  be  sensi- 
ble looking,  but  she's  not  nearly 
so  sensible  as  she  looks  because  a 
sensible  girl  has  more  sense  than 
to  look  sensible  —  besides  maybe 
she's  a  Tri  Delt. 


Question:  "Why  does  my  girl 
always  call  me  Paul  Revere?" 

Answer:  "On  the  spur  of  the 
moment,  I  can  only  say  that  it  must 
be  because  you  are  always  horsing 
around." 


PURPLt 


I've  heard  of  Modesty, 

But  not  this  kind: 
She  lowers  the  shade 

To  change  her  mind. 

Anapolis   "Log" 


"What's  the  matter,  George, 
darling?  This  is  your  third  date 
with  me  and  you  haven't  kissed  me 
once." 

"Well,  Mary,  it's  a  matter  of 
principle  with  me.  I  shall  never 
kiss  a  girl  unless  I'm  really  and 
truly  in  love  with  her." 

"All  right,  George,  dear.  I  won't 
mind  waiting  until  you've  had  a 
couple  of  drinks." 

Pitt  "Panther" 


He:  "It's  certainly  dark  out  here 
on  the  porch.  Why  I  can't  even  see 
my  hand  in  front  of  me." 

"That's  all  right.  I  know  where 
it  is."  V.  P.  I.   "Skipper" 


"That  Russian    you    introduced 
me  to  last  night  has  sparrow  eyes." 
"You  mean  they  are  brown?" 
"No,    they   flit     from     limb     to 
limb."  Rice  "Owl" 


"Say,  did    I    see    you    grab    my 
daughter  by  the  foot?" 

"Oh,  no,  sir!  Far  from  it." 
Pitt  "Panther" 


"Waiter,  where  can  I  wash?" 
"Next  corner  to  your  right,  sir, 
there's  a  sign  that  says  'gentlemen 
only'   on  the  door,   but  don't  let 
that  stop  you." 

Anapolis  "Log" 


Two  co-eds  sauntered  through 
the  Aggie  building  picking  out  their 
courses  by  the  names  on  the  doors. 

First  Co-ed:  "I'd  like  to  take 
these  two;  comparative  anatomy 
and  animal  husbandry." 

Second  Co-ed:  "And  I'd  like  to 
take  this  one  here,  marked  'men'." 
Arizona  "Kitty-Kat" 


He:  You  ought  to  sleep  well. 
The  Other:  Why? 
The  First:  You  lie  so  easily. 
Exchange 


PARROT 
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"You    can't    pin    anything    on    me, 
officer." 
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PARROT 


SCRUTINIZING  SPRING  SHOWS 


with  Ruth  Walliser 


It's  Spring.  Yes,  I  know  it's  chilly  and  dreary 
out,  but  just  the  same  ....  Now,  I've  heard  a  parrot 
mimic  (and  rather  well,  too)  a  man,  and  I've  heard 
a  man  mimic  a  parrot,  but  as  I  listen  to  a  ragged 
little  squirrel  outside  of  my  window  trying  to  tell 
his  lady-love  above  him  that  he  is  a  nightingale — It 
must  be  Spring! 

As  this  page  goes  to  print  the  Abbey  Players  are 
still  setting  their  paces  at  the  Harris  theatre.  Direct 
from  Dublin,  Ireland,  the  program  says,  and  indeed, 
the  actors  sound  like  it.  Yet,  this  world-renowned 
company  was  a  disappointment.  The  players  were 
head  and  shoulders  above  their  play,  The  Far  Off 
Hills,  and  this  is  likewise  true  of  the  other  dramas  in 
which  they  appear.  The  country's  playwrights,  with 
their  Irish  humor,  Irish  superstitions  and  typically 
Irish  characters  are  much  too  local  ever  to  have  a  uni- 
versal appeal.  That  their  effort  to  introduce  the 
United  States  to  their  folk  drama  is  commendable 
and  amply  repaid  was  seen  Monday  night  when  the 
unusually  large  audience  applauded  their  entrances 
and  exits — a  phenomenon  not  often  indulged  in 
among  our  blase  Chicago  theatre-goers. 

The  Far  Off  Hills  has  a  poorly  motivated,  rather 
obvious  plot.  The  Irish  have  another  way  of  saying 
the  grass  is  always  greener  in  the  other  fellow's  yard 
— "It's  the  Far  Off  Hills  are  the  greenest".  Lennox 
Robinson  procedes  to  show  in  each  of  his  characters 
what  forms  this  secret  or  not  so  secret  longing  takes. 
It  is  most  obervable  in  the  maid,  Ellen,  who  gets 
herself  engaged  to  one  young  man  after  another  in 
the  town,  always  under  the  impression  that  he  is  the 
most  romantic  being  on  earth,  but  quickly  disillu- 
sioned. She  says  of  her  predicament  that  the  only 
thing  for  her  to  do  is  to  meet  someone  and  get  married 
"quick."  But  it  is  up  to  Our  Heroine,  Mariam  Clancy, 
a  fair  but  veritable  termagant,  to  disclose  her  own 
shams  and  some  in  those  around  her.  Mariam  has 
been  bossing  around  her  motherless  family,  for  some 
ten  years,  outwardly  bemoaning  the  fact  that  she  enn 
not  enter  a  convent  and  become  a  nun  until  her  father 
is  to  be  operated  on  for  a  cataract,  and  her  two  little 
sisters  have  grown  up.  When  her  chance  comes  to 
take  the  veil  and  leave  off  ordering  the  household 
around,  realizing  how  little  she  actually  wants  her 
Far  Off  Hill,  she  changes  her  shrewish  ways  and  be- 
comes, without  much  conviction  to  the  audience,  a 
sweet  young  blushing  thing  who  wears  the  veil  in 
quite  another  way.  As  a  series  of  character  sketches 
the  play  is  well  done,  but  as  a  play,  it  has  some  rather 
bad  spots. 

Contrary  to  every  one  of  my  expectations,  The 
Family  Upstairs  is  running  into  its  fourth  month  in 
Chicago.  Possibly  Thomas  Ross,  veteran  actor,  is 
the  reason.     I  don't  know.      In  addition  to  being  a 


revival  that  has  been  played  by  small  neighboring 
stock  companies  for  the  past  eight  or  nine  years,  this 
comedy  of  American  family  life  is  so  horribly  mediocre 
that  one  sits  and  is  reminded  scene  after  scene  of  "some 
other  play  that  was  just  like  this."  The  first  act  starts 
off  with  admirable  intentions  to  satirize  home  life — 
mother's  attempts  to  marry  off  twenty-one  year  old 
Louise,  sister's  piano  practice  (Mama  says  if  sister 
works  at  her  piano  she  may  be  able  to  play  like  Fritz 
Kreisler  some  day)  the  job-dodging  of  brother  Willie, 
and  tired  papa's  trials  at  smoothing  out  the  family 
scenes.  But  in  the  second  and  third  acts,  M.  the  Author 
forgets  his  original  intentions  and  gets  absorbed  in 
Louise's  love  affair — an  affair  by  no  means  as  interest- 
ing as  the  former  satirical  stabs.  After  the  family 
"fix  up"  poor  Louise's  lover  and  impress  him  with 
their  wealth  and  social  standing  (which  in  reality  is 
nil) ,  Louise  steps  in  and  degrades  the  family  tree  to 
a  fine  pitch.  In  the  end,  the  group  get  back  to  their 
old  standing  as  "real  folks"  and  throw  away  their 
pretenses. 

The  Civic  Opera  House  is  trying  to  come  to  life 
again  by  presenting  the  Chicago  Operetta  Company 
in  a  series  of  old-time  musical  comedies — Robin  Hood, 
Song  of  the  Flame,  The  Desert  Song,  and  Katinka 
so  far.  I  would  say  Dead  far  better  Dead!  than  this 
second-rate  company  of  plump  unattractive  maedchens 
without  enough  voice  to  carry  past  a  quarter  of  the 
house.  Even  if  the  company  had  put  on  a  first-rate 
performance  the  very  incongruity  of  a  sprightly 
chorus  romping  about  in  the  quiet  dignity  of  the 
opera  house  would  have  been  upsetting.  As  it  is,  the 
result  is  almost  painful. 

Every  negro  revue  that  has  been  here  since  Rhap- 
sody in  Black  has  done  nothing  but  ape  songs,  skits, 
and  orchestrations  from  that  show,  and  Dixie  on 
Parade  (Garrick)  is  no  exception.  Their  motto  is 
"You  ain't  seen  nothin'  yet,"  and  if  you  are  espe- 
cially adapt  at  snappy  comebacks,  you  will  retort  "I 
know  it,  and  I  don't  expect  to  from  what  I've  seen 
so  far."  The  two  or  three  hit  numbers  entail  two- 
hundred  pound  torch-singers  that  moan  and  groan 
over  the  stage  at  a  tremendous  clip.  The  Rhythm 
Racketeers    (band)    live  up  to  their  name. 

But  the  dancing  is  good.  It's  the  one  thing  that 
always  restores  a  negro  revue.  You  can  take  your 
pick  of  the  chorus.  The  girls  range  from  a  deep 
chocolatey  brown  to  a  pleasant  tan  tone.  Their  dances 
are  "different,"  from  the  beginning  number  done  on 
boxes  labelled  Gordon  Gin,  to  the  slinkly  one  of  the 
Lady  of  the  Jungle,  and  the  negro  interpretation  of 
Minnie  the  Moocher's  Wedding  Day.  There's  a 
couple  of  black  boys  in  it  that  shimmy  and  squirm 
like  nothing  we've  ever  seen  before.  Harris  and  Howell 
exchange  the  pleasant  banter  of  Dixieland  Philosophy. 

A  creditable  performance. 
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Polly-Anna 


Dear  COLLITCH  guys  and  gals: 

It  behooves  me  to  inform  youse  that  this  month 
your  dear  ole  Aunt  Polly  has  really  delved  down  into 
all  of  the  secret  dirt  catching  recesses  of  our  noble 
institution  and  anything  that  she  has  missed  cannot 
have  been  very  spicy  .  .  .  (that  is  with  the  exception 
of  a  certain  supposedly  tasty  tale  that  a  dark  haired 
little  Delta  Gamma  gal  would  not  let  me  in  on  .  .  . 
Aunty  admits  that  she  slipped  up  on  that  one  but  the 
D.  G.  house  will  pay  and  pay  for  keeping  that  bit  to 
themselves.)  You'll  rue  this  day  my  proud  (shall 
we  say  beauties).  There  are  a  lot  o  youse  guys  that 
engineer  these  clandestine  escapades  and  think  that 
vou're  getting  away  with  something  but  how  you  are 
going  to  squirm  when  the  boys  all  see  some  of  this 
business.  1  suppose  you  all  know  what  little  Mary 
said  when  St.  Peter  asked  what  her  name  was  .  .  . 
that's  right  along  the  same  lines  and  just  about  the 
required  result.  Collitch  mugs  like  youse  .  .  .  O  Class- 
mates True  .  .  .  deserve  no  pity  and  when  Aunty  calls 
you  on  the  carpet  nobody  can  fix  it.  Nope  not  even 
La  Dunnion  .  .  .  although  I  must  add  the  little  lady 
has  a  pretty  good  organization.  Sometimes  I  think 
she  calls  her  shots  upon  where  the  pin  is  going  to  be 
hung  before  the  sucker  in  question  has  even  been  in- 
vited to  a  rush  .  .  .  now  I  ask  you  .  .  .  ain't  a  lady 
got  no  privacy.  As  a  matter  of  fact  the  question 
might  even  be  raised  as  to  what  is  a  lady  but  that 
again  is  something  else  about  which  Aunty  knows 
practically  nothing  having  had  as  you  may  have  pre- 
sumed very  little  opportunity  to  do  any  research  along 
those  lines  in  this  precinct  .  .  .  and  that  of  course 
brings  us  to  the  subject  of  ole  "Dark  Orb  Harbottle" 
who  got  clipped  in  the  eye  and  then  came  around  tell- 
ing us  about  running  into  doors  and  things.  (Inci- 
dentally Susie  the  boys  that  congregate  out  in  front  of 
U.  H.  between  and  during  classes  are  still  rather  skep- 
tical about  that  hackneyed  excuse  you  spun  them.) 
Aunty  missed  you  at  the  Ball  but  I  think  if  you  had 
sprinkled  a  little  powder  on  the  discolored  member 
no  one  would  have  known  the  difference  .  .  .  and 
speaking  of  that  little  gathering  .  .  .  what  the  hell  is 
wrong  with  all  the  good  red-blooded  Northwestern 
hoodlums ?  I  saw  more  guys  carried  out  of  my  first 
freshman  mixer  than  even  attended  the  Charity 
Bra  .  .  .  nope.  I'm  afraid  it  can't  even  be  called 
BRAWL  this  time.  Yowsah!  Aunty  is  highly  in- 
dignated  as  well  as  sadly  disillusioned  in  the  whole 
mob.  Maybe  you  mugs  and  beetles  did  have  an  off 
night  but  after  all  yuh  ought  to  have  a  little  con- 
sideration for  those  poor  souls  that  either  have  to 
bring  in  a  hot  tabloid  story  or  face  the  horrible  wrath 
of  a  slave  driver  like  William  Randolph  Northway. 
It  certainly  grieved  your  poor  old  Aunt  to  see  Valen- 
tine and  Sullivan  .  .  .  the  Delt  bad  boys  .  .  .  under 
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that  Theta  anti-hiccough  oppression  ...  by  the  way 
men  who  was  that  brother  of  yours  that  insisted  upon 
combining  dancing  with  other  types  of  diversion  of 
a  much  less  public  nature.  Was  he  restricted  to  water, 
too?  ...  I  don't  believe  Roy  (Barrymore)  Adams 
will  ever  be  allowed  to  forget  the  fast  date  switch  he 
pulled  .  .  .  smatter  son  can't  one  last  the  evening  out? 
...  or  do  you  have  to  have  'em  in  relays?  ...  I  did 
not  have  the  honor  (no  less)  of  greeting  the  right 
fair  Patricia  Candida  Crowe  at  that  shindig  either. 
"Vas  you  dere?"  In  my  humble  opinion  that  real 
hero  of  the  Ball  was  not  Hennings  .  .  .  who  turned 
up  the  next  morning  minus  what  few  finger  nails  there 
were  left  after  the  publicity  campaign  .  .  .  Lopez  done 
him  dirt  .  .  .  but  rather  that  pillar  of  rhythm  Benny 
Rawlins  who  having  asked  Blanche  Waddell  if  he 
could  have  the  honor  of  showing  her  the  city  looked 
a  bit  put  out  when  she  replied  that  her  home  was  in 
Rogers  Park  ...  It  is  said  that  Charlotte  Bortree  does 
her  knitting  while  listening  to  Nifty  warble  over  the 
air  .  .  .  is  it  true  folkses  that  a  Lambda  CHI  pin  has 
really  left  the  Alpha  FLEA  house  because  of  a  cer- 
tain red-headed  menace?  .  .  .  and  speaking  of  carrot 
tops  who  was  the  salesman  that  pulled  a  Lopez  on 
LOU  (Red)  Haines?  .  .  .  Don't  let  it  ruin  your  ap- 
petite red  ole  gal.  Maybe  he  called  for  you  at  Will- 
ard  Hall. 

Aunty  is  now  about  to  wax  a  little  poetical  so 
all  you'se  wise  LUGS  gather  round  and  sop  up  a 
couple  of  dozen  of  these  pearls  of  periphrasis  and  cir- 
cumlocution (Haaaaaaahhhhh)  I  am  about  to  cast 
before  you.  This  diminutive  ditty  is  dedicated  to  the 
DELTS  .  .  .  them  "Gallant  Lads"  .  .  .  and  is  one  of 
my  most  noble  creations.  The  hero  of  my  lyrical 
ballad  is  full  from  mad  at  the  world  because  the  side- 
walks have  been  constructed  in  such  close  proximity 
to  the  seat  of  his  trousers  .  .  .  hence  my  inspiration  up- 
on hearing  one  of  our  gals  remark  that  he  was  so 
small  and  cute  .  .  .  for  a  brother  or  a  friend. 

ODE  TO  A  RUNT 
I  have  heard  that  a  young  DELT  named  PAUL 
Is  impeded  by  not  being  tall. 
Cause  the  CO-eds  all  think 
That  the  poor  little  dink 
Is  harmless  .  .  .  just  like  a  foul-ball. 

Now  to  get  on  with  our  unearthings.  My  next 
little  rendering  concerns  a  pip  of  a  tale  which  took 
place  some  time  ago  but  Aunty  does  not  believe  it 
has  ever  been  dealt  with  properly;  therefore,  we  will 
immortalize  it  by  having  it  placed  in  this  worthy 
pamphlet  in  Aunty's  own  inimitable  fashion.  If  by 
any  act  of  the  deities  I  have  kept  you  thus  far  .  .  . 
this  ought  to  drive  you  away. 
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"On  U.  H.  Steps"  a  column  penned  by  DUNNION. 
Compared  to  this  is  so  much  stale  slum  gullion. 
Her  manner  and  her  lines  are  rather  pert 
But  she  never  seems  to  have  authentic  dirt. 


The  WEASEL  tiring  of  his  name  in  print 
Resolved  at  this  D.  D.  to  take  a  squint. 
He  thought  he'd  plant  a  couple  on  the  churl. 
Imagine  his  surprise  to  find  a  girl. 

Now  TORSO  didn't  want  to  clip  this  frail 
Because  he  knew  she'd  slap  his  pants  in  jail. 
He  hasn't  any  use  for  verbal  tact 
But  YOWSAH  how  he  read  the  "Riot  Act." 


Nope  Dunnion  didn't  take  this  sitting  down. 
Instead  she  said  "Look  here  my  little  CLOWN. 
I'm  leaving  now  but  in  a  little  while, 
I'll  have  found  the   gent   who's  gonna   change   your 
dial." 

Our  hero  laughs  and  swaggers  to  the  gym 
But  sure  enough  the  guys  there  before  him. 
They  bandy  words  a  left  and  then  a  right 
La  Dunnion's  knight  is  soon   in  sorry  plight. 

Our  WEASEL  is  the  victor    (wotta  man) 
He  left  his  mark  upon  his  victim's  pan. 
The  moral  to  the  tale  is  this  my  lads 
Don't  ever  think  you're    formal    dressed    in    plaids. 
(Hot  Huh!) 

If  I  haven't  lost  what  little  following  Aunt  Polly 
ever  had  by  now  it  is  only  your  school  spirit  making 
you  hold  on.  Here's  one  for  your  hope  chest  men. 
BOB  Albritton — the  Phi  Delt  activity  magnate — has 
a  silent  but  ardent  admirer  in  the  form  of  a  Pi  Phi 
freshman.  Maybe  you  ought  to  look  into  this  Bobby 
as  long  as  there  is  still  nothing  but  plenty  of  ICE  in 
that  other  direction.  A  couple  of  dizzy  Kappas  were 
glimpsed  by  Aunty  dashing  down  Speech  steps  yodel- 
ing  a  drinking  song  by  Will  of  Stratford.  Naughty, 
naughty,  PEGGY.  You'll  have  people  thinking  the 
ole  sisterhood  imbibes.  This  lunk  Bill  (HOP  TOY) 
Mesick  hands  me  a  chortle.  He  gets  the  breeze  from 
the  D.  G.  mob  and  then  on  the  way  over  to  start 
promoting  the  Kappa  house  he  loses  his  pin.  Wotta 
sucker.  Boy  you  couldn't  lure  a  woman  out  of  a  burn- 
ing building.  Wally  Rossborough  sets  a  helluva  ex- 
ample for  the  rest  of  the  class  .  .  .  only  the  dignity 
of  your  office  keeps  me  from  exposing  you  my  friend. 
If  I  catch  you  off  base  once  more  it's  curtains.  Have 
you  dear  readers  ever  had  the  good  fortune  to  get  a 
gander  at  Powerhouse  Schmelzle  and  Wes  Brown  in 
afternoon  clothes?  I  have  heard  that  striped  trousers 
plus  gray  spats  plus  the  boutonniere,  etc.,  was  the 
ticket  for  the  Sigma  Nu  tea  a  couple  of  weeks  ago. 
The  DYNAMO  had  a  darb  of  a  lump  on  his  round 
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head  the  other  day.  I  warned  you  to  stay  away  from 
the  Tri  Delt  house  .  .  .  you  ought  to  know  better  than 
to  deliberately  aggravate  that  murderin'  Phi  PSI  aggre- 
gation. They're  killers  .  .  .  yah.  Eileen  Sparrow 
(who  hasn't  as  yet  decided  whether  or  not  she  wants 
to  be  a  lady  .  .  .  it's  about  time  you  gave  it  some  seri- 
ous thought  'cause  your  getting  to  be  a  big  girl  now 
you  know)  and  Betty  McKay  are  planning  for  a  big 
toot  in  the  east  this  week.  Hain't  you'se  babes  never 
heard  what  happens  to  naive  little  corn  fed  things  like 
you'se  in  that  there  fast  part  of  the  states,  huh?  The 
HEROINE  of  the  month  is  hereby  officially  designated 
as  the  slicker  who  coyly  remarked  that  Eddie  Torcom 
was  the  type  of  boy  any  gal  would  adore  having  as 
a  very  close  friend  but  never  to  marry.  Now  I  ast 
you  as  one  DOPE  to  annuder  Eddie  what  kind  of 
goins  on  is  DIS?  IZZY  Mulligan  tells  VAN  that 
the  STAR  barn  is  dark  enough  but  too  dam  cold. 
Aunt  Polly's  advice  to  you  Leeper  is  to  lay  off.  You 
know  what  Hanley  thinks  about  that  sorority  steps 
business  .  .  .  Soooooo  cut  it  out  son.  It  just  occurred 
to  me  .  .  .  what  I  said  for  Mesick  goes  for  you  too 
JACOBS.  This  RICHARDSON  beetle  must  have 
holes  in  her  head.  When  you  walked  into  the  Beach 
with  CISSY  after  telling  Shirley  you  had  to  go  to 
your  Grandma's  wake  .  .  .  ummmmm  .  .  .  that  should 
have  spelled  Feenish  .  .  .  and  still  they  come  .  .  .  may- 
be BARNUM  was  right.  I  have  here  a  report  from 
the  Phi  PSI  side-show  to  the  effect  that  Chuck  Allen 
is  taking  a  correspondence  course  in  proper  use  of  the 
knife  and  fork  as  well  as  other  forms  of  good  manners. 
You'll  never  have  any  use  for  that  stuff  in  that  house 
Cholly.  Of  course  that  is  one  of  the  detrimental  by- 
products of  a  second-rate  prep  school  .  .  .  yep.  I 
hear  that  the  Kappas  have  a  new  SIGMA  Chi  pin  .  .  . 
come  on  who  it  it? 

Chi  Omegas  to  the  right  of  him. 
Chi  Omegas  to  the  left  of  him. 
Chi  Omegas  in  front  of  him 
Hissed  and  glowered. 

But  the  brave  young  FROSH  strode  right  on  into 
the  very  jaws  of  social  ostracism  and  demanded  that 
the  house  mother  do  something  about  the  situation 
or  he  would  be  forced  to  relinquish  his  front  room 
at  the  infirmary  .  .  .  SHADES  of  INSOMNIA  .  .  . 
guess  who??? 

Well  that  just  about  concludes  the  festivities  for 
this  time  but  be  careful  cause  I  never  miss.  Next 
month  try  to  be  more  seclusive  .  .  .  make  the  game 
hard  like  your  heads  suckers. 

Gum  Bye 

P.  S.  The  official  BOOB  of  the  month  is  Robert 
E.  Huse  one  of  Danny  Flings  alpays  who  having 
waited  for  some  doll  for  about  half  out  in  front 
of  U.  H.  finally  received  a  note  from  her  to  the  effect 
that  the  only  possible  way  for  him  to  get  in  touch 
with  her  was  to  write  her  a  letter.  She  must  be 
KAAH  razy  about  you. 


Tanks  for  da  dance  kid. 
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The  Parrot  Squawks 

Editorial  Notes  and  Comment 


We  are  in  an  unpleasant  quandry  this  month.  We 
have  to  fill  this  page  whether  we  will  or  no,  and 
whether  you  read  it  or  not,  for  it  is  part  of  our  con- 
ceit that  no  issue  of  this  magazine  would  be  quite 
complete  without  our  saying  something. 

But  what?  Frankly,  we're  stuck.  We  like  every- 
thing right  now,  and  how  can  one  write  an  editorial 
that  will  be  read  when  there  is  nothing  of  which  he 
disapproves?  We  like  Franklin  Roosevelt  and  Cac- 
tus Jack  Garner  and  even — though  mildly — Hughey 
Long.  We  like  Walter  Dill  Scott  and  Dean  Hibbard 
and  Whitey  Rollins.  We  like  right-handed  people 
and  left-handed  people;  people  who  do  not  make 
noises  when  they  eat  soup  and  people  who  do;  people 
whose  wives  do  not  understand  them  and  people — 
if  we  could  find  one — whose  wives  do;  students  and 
professors;  the  freshman  who  wakes  us  up  every 
morning  and  the  roommate  who  keeps  us  from  going 
to  bed  every  night;  the  gate-man  who  keeps  people 
from  driving  onto  the  campus  and  the  janitor  of 
U.  H. ;  Bill,  the  mailman  and  Pete,  the  butcher  and 
even — though  again  mildly — Clark  Gable;  the  cold 
bacteria  which  recently  dwelt  within  us  and  people 
who  wear  purple  cords;  and  so  great  is  our  deteriora- 
tion that  we  almost  like  bankers. 

What  to  do,  what  to  do?  Only  way  we  can  fig- 
ure it  out  is  that  now  we're  a  graduating  senior  and 
Spring  is  here  we  already  are  having  a  taste  of  the 
nostalgia  which  we're  going  to  have  for  this  place 
after  we're  gone.  And  that  being  the  case  we  greet 
you  with  a  smile  this  month,  chirp  those  lines  which 
begin  "The  year's  at  the  Spring,"  and  which  end  with 
"God's  in  His  heaven,  all's  right  with  the  world." 
Well,  nearly  everything,  anyhow. 


Hats  Off" 

We  owe  Mr.  Miller,  Miss  Stone,  and  Mr.  McManus 
an  apology  because  we  told  them  this  issue  would  be 
out  soon  enough  for  us  to  give  their  show  a  little 
boost.  As  we  go  to  press  this  appears  to  be  manifestly 
impossible  and  we're  sorry.  We  hope  this  little  note 
will  make  amends. 

We  have  seen  some  of  the  show  in  rehearsal,  al- 
though not  enough  for  us  to  pass  critical  judgment  of 
a  very  high  order,  assuming  that  our  critical  judgment 
would  be  of  a  very  high  order  in  the  first  place.  But 
we  have  seen  enough  of  it  to  be  able  to  say  one  nice 
thing  about  it,  which  is  that  we  admire  the  type  of 
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thing  being  attempted  this  year.  It  has  always  seemed 
a  matter  of  regret  to  us  that  our  college  shows  did  not 
demand  a  little  more  intelligence  for  enjoyment  than 
they  have  in  the  past,  and  particularly  why  instead 
of  aping  countless  musicals  which  presented  college  life, 
they  did  not  cut  loose  and  satirize  the  university  and 
all  that  goes  with  it. 

We  are  happy  to  see,  therefore,  that  such  an  attempt 
was  made  this  year,  and  we  hope  it  will  set  a  precedent. 


"Brother,  Can  You   Spare  a   Dime" 

The  bank  moratorium  has  come  just  in  time  to 
add  greatly  to  our  education.  Tipped  off  by  a  kindly 
word  that  it  was  coming  we  rushed  down  to  the 
bank  and  drew  out  most  of  the  small  amount  we  had 
on  deposit.  As  a  result  we  spent  two  or  three  de- 
lightful days  feeling  ashamed  of  ourselves  for,  having 
taken  Mr.  Hahne's  course,  we  knew  that  it  was  the 
action  of  persons  like  us  which  brought  on  bank 
runs  and  precipitated  panics.  We  almost  went  down 
aud  put  our  money  back,  but  being  one  quarter  Scotch 
we  didn't. 

After  the  moratorium  was  declared  we  had  a  new 
sensation.  In  a  world  where  everybody  was  "broke" 
we  possessed  twenty-five  dollars  in  cash.  This  made 
us,  in  a  small  way,  a  capitalist,  and  we  immediately 
began  to  put  on  airs.  We  became  ultra-conservative, 
a  strong  defender  of  the  status  quo,  and  continually 
went  around  saying  "Isn't  it  terrible?"  when  really 
we  were  rather  glad  about  it  because  we  had  twenty- 
five  dollars  and  most  people  didn't.  We  had  our  wor- 
ries though.  No  safe  place  to  invest  it,  and  always 
fear  we  would  spend  it  unwisely  or  lose  it  through 
some  communistic  manipulation.  Thus  while  our 
soul  in  one  sense  wore  a  silk  hat,  elegant  vest,  and 
diamond  stick-pin,  in  another  it  was  being  inwardly 
tormented  by  the  cankerous  thought  of  what  might 
happen. 

It  has  been  a  great  experience,  even  though  the 
twenty-five  dollars  will  soon  be  gone  and  we  have 
not  the  slightest  idea  from  where  the  next  dollar  will 
come.  Our  views  are  changing,  now.  A  few  more 
days  and  we'll  start  talking  about  the  "social  view- 
point," and  the  importance  of  spiritual  over  mere 
monetary  matters.  We're  even  getting  ready  to  knit 
the  names  of  a  few  aristocrats  into  some  socks  we 
have  to  have  darned. 
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Parrotraits 

...  by  Catlin 


gunm. 


"Dutch"  Lonborg,  coach  par 
excellence,  and  maker  of  cham- 
pions. 


A     sober     caricature     of     Bill 
Golden,     president     of     Deru. 


Don  Brewer,  who  helped  bring 
us  another  Big  Ten  champion- 
ship. 


Joe  Reiff,  the  nation's  out- 
standing collegiate  basketball 
player. 


Queen  Loretta,  of  nation  wide 
fame,  is  one  big  smile  as  Catlin 
sees  her. 
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The  Widow's  Union 

by  FL  H.  Halpin 


Six  or  seven  girls  appear  separ- 
ately. As  each  enters,  she  goes  to 
stand  before  a  man's  picture.  The 
pictures  are  draped  in  deep  black. 
The  girls  wipe  tears  from  their 
eyes  as  they  turn  away,  and  seat 
themselves.  They  have  large  bows 
of  yellow  ribbon  on  their  left 
shoulders. 

The  widow  president  calls  the 
meeting  to  order.  The  girls  rise, 
face  the  pictures  of  the  absent  lov- 
ers, extend  their  arms  upward. 
They  proceed  with  their  incorta- 
tion: 

"Heaven,  keep  me  faithful  to  my 
far-off  loved  one.  Let  there  be  but 
one  man  for  me,  and  he  that  man. 
Keep  in  me  the  noble  virtues  and 
graces  for  which  he  loves  me.  Let 
no  handsome  men  with  Packards 
tempt  me,  for  the  spirit  is  willing, 
but  the  flesh  is,  oh,  so  weak.  Hurry 
the  Christmas  vacation,  lest  I  lose 
the  technique  I  have  so  arduously 
acquired.  Let  no  other  woman  en- 
snare him.  (Lower  and  faster.) 
If  there  is  any  two-timing  to  be 
done,  I'll  do  it.  May  the  gods 
strengthen   my  resolution." 

The  president  speaks: 

"We  have  gathered  tonight  for 
our  weekly  session,  to  relate  our 
experiences  in  this  noble  undertak- 
ing to  give  one  another  sympathy, 
spiritual  encouragement,  and  ad- 
vice. Two  of  the  sisters  are  un- 
accountably absent.  We  hope  they 
have  not  fallen  from  grace.  This 
week  is  the  sixth  in  the  history  of 
our  epic  undertaking.  All  the  col- 
legiate world  has  focused  its  eyes 
upon  our  noble  band.  While  the 
rush  to  join  has  not  been  over- 
whelming, I  will  remind  you  sis- 
ters that  great  oaks  from  little 
acorns  grow.  Evanston  is  world- 
famed  as  the  birthplace  of  St. 
Frances    Willard,     mother    of    the 
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Women's  Christian  Temperance 
Union.  What  she  did  should  be 
an  inspiration  to  us.  Persevere,  sis- 
ters. We  will  now,  in  turn,  re- 
cite our  experiences  with  this  new 
manner  of  loveless  living." 

The  first  victim  rises: 

"Since  our  inception,  I  have 
lived  on  eight  letters  (each  shorter 
than  the  preceding  one) ,  two  long 
distance  'phone  calls,  one  telegram, 
and  some  flowers  which  I  received 
the  day  after  I  joined.  I  will  stick 
to  the  bitter  end,  but  it  certainly 
isn't  much  of  a  thrill  to  hold  your 
own  hands  Friday  nights  at  the 
movies." 

DOUBTFUL  APPLAUSE 
The  second  takes  the  floor: 
"I,  too,  have  been  faithful  to  my 
oath.  Nothing  but  fervent  letters 
from  my  Willie  at  Kansas  U.  has 
entered  my  emotional  life.  The 
first  week  was  grand,  everyone  on 
the  campus  was  so  interested  in  us. 
Now  hardly  anyone  remembers 
what  our  pretty  ribbons  symbolize. 
Not  that  I  care  much,  but  suppose 
Willie  should  forget  what  I  am  do- 
ing for  him.  These  are  not  fitting 
thoughts.  Whenever  anyone  'phones 
and  asks  for  a  date,  I  look  at 
Willie's  picture,  hold  his  pin  in  my 
hand,  and  count  ten  thousand.  By 
the  time  I  finish  counting  the  man 
has  hung  up,  and  it  is  time  to  go 
to  bed.  That  is  my  system." 

SPIRITED  APPLAUSE 
Number   three   rises   slowly   and 
begins  to  speak  hesitantly: 

"Sisters,  I  am  overcome.  Bear 
with  me  patiently.  There  is  the 
cutest,  shyest  boy  in  my  English 
class.  This  doesn't  make  any  dif- 
ference, but  he  has  a  new  Chrysler 
roadster.  Last  Tuesday  he  asked 
me  to  go  to  the  Drake  with  him. 
He  sounded  so  appealing  that  I 
knew  it  would  just  break  his  heart 


if  I  refused.  I  told  him  to  come 
around  that  night,  intending  to  re- 
fuse gently  then,  and  explain  every- 
thing. I  thought  it  would  be  a 
nice  touch  to  receive  him  in  a  for- 
mal, so  I  dressed  carefully.  Poor 
boy!  Then  he  came.  When  I 
saw  how  eager  and  expectant  he 
was,  as  he  told  me  how  grand  I 
looked,  I  simply  could  not  find  the 
words  to  tell  him  what  I  had 
planned.  How  happy  he  was,  and 
I  must  admit  I  was  a  little  thrilled 
when  I  heard  the  suave  waiter- 
captain  call  him  by  his  name,  and 
saw  the  table  we  got.  And  my 
hero's  pin,  which  I  had  worn  con- 
spicuously, seemed  to  catch  in  his 
coat  lapel  as  we  danced,  so  I  took 
it  off.  Do  you  think  I  was  too 
awful?" 

SOUNDS  OF  DISAPPROVAL 
FROM     THE      ASSEMBLAGE. 

President : 

"This  is  serious.  We  will  take 
action,  according  to  the  constitu- 
tion, later.  Let  us  hear  from  the 
next  sister,  and  let  us  hope  her  tale 
will  be  more  compatible  with  the 
aims  of  our  organization." 

The  fourth  has  fire  in  her  eyes. 
She  speaks  beligerently.  Evidently 
the  last  girl's  confession  has 
strengthened   her   in   some   resolve. 

"This  man  of  mine  was  a  sum- 
mer love.  I've  just  realized  the 
fact.  Not  that  he  isn't  a  swell  boy. 
He  has  everything  a  girl  wants,  and 
I  was  very  proud  to  have  him. 
When  he  left  to  go  back  to  his  east- 
ern seat  of  learning,  I  was  heart- 
broken. That  was  the  week  I 
joined  the  Union.  Besides  liking 
him  so  strongly,  I  had  another  rea- 
son for  joining.  I  figured  this 
would  be  a  tough  year  for  the  men 
and  dates  would  be  scarce.  The 
Union  would  be  a  good  alibi  for 
the  nights  when   I  sat  by  the  fire 


PIRPL 


PARROT 


from  necessity.  No  one  would  be 
able  to  say  I  had  lost  my  popu- 
larity. 

What  happens?  Every  decent 
joint  in  town  comes  down  on  their 
prices  so  far  that  they  are  about  as 
expensive  as  Woolworth's.  Girls 
who  never  had  a  date  before  are 
telling  me  how  funny  Ben  Bernie 
is,  about  going  to  the  Drake,  the 
swell  music  at  the  Beach.  Every 
boy  who  has  a  dollar  is  dating. 
And  I  sit  at  home  nights.  No, 
thank  you,  I'm  quitting.  Did  I 
come  to  college  to  study?" 

CONSTERNATION  REIGNS. 
THIS  MUST  BE  THE  REVO- 
LUTION SOME  PEOPLE  HAVE 
BEEN  EXPECTING.  NOW 
COMES  THE  SMASHING 
CLIMAX. 

The  door  opens  and  in  walk  the 
missing  members.  They  resemble 
closely  two  members  of  a  geology 
class  after  a  day  of  glacier-hunting. 
Their  shoes  are  dusty;  one  has  a 
home-run  in  a  stocking:  their  hair 
straggles  across  wind-blown  faces; 
their  hats  are  on  the  backs  of  their 
heads.  They  sink  wearily  into 
their  chairs.  The  girls  crowd 
around,  popping  questions  at 
them.  The  president  raps  for  or- 
der, and  with  difficulty  it  is  re- 
stored. 

The  president  speaks: 

"The  last  sister  who  spoke  had 
a  terrible  tale  to  tell.  We  will  con- 
sider her  case  later.  Something  tells 
me  we  will  hear  an  interesting  tale 
from  the  late  arrivals.  Let  one  of 
them  tell  the  story." 

One  of  the  two  speaks.  She  is 
too  tired  to  rise. 

"Oh,  sisters,  the  way  of  the 
transgressor  is  hard.  I'll  admit 
we've  been  cheating  for  two  weeks. 
Twice  before  we've  been  out  with 
these  hard-boiled  eggs,  that  we 
dated  tonight.  We  thought  they 
were  perfect  gentlemen.  From  now 
on  their  fraternity  is  taboo  for  us. 
The  other  two  dates  they  took  us 
to  out  of  the  way  places,  where 
none  of  the  girls  from  school  would 
see  us.     We  had  loads  of  fun  both 


times.  The  first  night  I  gently  re- 
fused my  escort's  advances,  and  ex- 
plained the  Widow's  Union  to 
him.  He  took  it  good-heartedly 
enough,  and  I  couldn't  tell  whether 
he  was  laughing  at  me,  the  idea  or 
himself.  He  said  nice  things,  and 
told  me  he  went  for  me  in  a  big 
way. 


" — I  went  to  the  Drake  with  him." 

"As  long  as  he  was  so  pleasant, 
I  figured  he  was  safe.  When  he 
asked  for  another  date,  I  accepted. 
Staying  home  all  the  time  isn't 
much  fun.  This  time  I  wore  my 
man's  pin,  and  mentioned  him  sev- 
eral times  during  the  conversation. 
The  new  man  somehow  or  other 
didn't  register  much  pleasure.  I 
was  a  little  surprised. 

"Tonight  when  he  'phoned, 
everything  seemed  all  right.  He  and 
his  friend  arranged  to  meet  us  out- 
side the  house.  He  said  they  had 
something  different  planned  for  us. 

"When  we  started  out  he  asked 
us  where  we'd  like  to  go.  Think- 
ing to  give  him  a  break,  we  said 
we  didn't  care.      The  men  cheered 


up  at  this,  and  were  very  gay.  Out 
west  we  went,  and  I  had  visions 
of  a  pleasant  evening  at  the  Dells 
or  the  Lincoln  Tavern.  But  no, 
we  rode  past  them  without  a  sign 
of  stopping.  I  supposed  we  were 
heading  for  something  novel.  I 
have  never  been  to  the  Villa  Ven- 
ice, for  a  while  I  hoped  it  was  there 
we  were  going. 

"Instead  we  turned  north  at 
Waukegan  Road,  and  drove  for  a 
while,  steadily  on.  Then  we  turned 
into  a  side  road.  I'll  confess  I  was 
a  little  scared.  I  laughed  and  asked 
half-jestingly  if  we  were  to  be  vic- 
tims of  a  strong-arm  session.  The 
driver  said  nothing,  which  was 
hardly  reassuring.  Finally  he 
stopped.  I  kept  my  hand  on  the 
door.  It  was  a  lovely  place.  Then 
he  began  to  talk." 

"Listen  you  two.  For  three 
weeks  now  you  and  that  other 
bundle  of  sweetness  and  light  have 
gone  out  with  Frank  and  me. 
You've  taken  everything  we've  of- 
fered you,  and  given  nothing  ex- 
cept full-length  descriptions  of 
your  'lovers.'  When  we  started 
this  we  thought  you  were  'kidding' 
but  after  last  week,  we  decided  you 
meant  it,  and  would  go  on  bleed- 
ing us  as  long  as  we  stood  for  it." 

"Now  we  have  nothing  against 
the  Widow's  Union.  It's  a  good 
idea.  Like  everything  else  abuses 
will  crop  up,  and  you  two  are  cer- 
tainly raising  more  than  your 
share.  We  want  to  help  you,  and 
the  other  girls,  along  your  chosen 
path.     Here's  how  we'll  do  it. 

"There  is  something  the  'Wid- 
ows' Union'  should  have  that  every 
good  union  has.  With  it  you 
should  march  on  to  success.  To  be 
doubly  sure  that  the  office  is  well 
filled,  your  organization  is  to  have 
two  WALKING  DELEGATES. 
You're  elected.  Get  out." 

"He  sounded  so  fierce  that  we 
were  glad  to  get  out.  They  drove 
away  and  we  began  our  duties. 
Here  we  are,  and  here  are  our 
resignations." 
THE  CURTAIN  FALLS. 


ELEVEN 


PIRPL 


Stage  Door  John:  "Are  you 
dressed  yet?" 

Chorine:  "Sure,  I  guess  so.  Step- 
ins  hide — don't  they?" 


Mary  had  a  little  lamb — 
But   that   was   before   the   stock 
market  "fleecing"  in  1929. 


Phi:  There's  a  new  angle  to  my 
relationship  with  Betty. 
Pi:  Howso? 
Phi:  A  try-angle. 


Co-ed  Golfer:  Where  did  Jewel 
go? 

Another:  She  drove  way  off  the 
fairway. 

First  Again:  Oh  I  see.  Just  a 
diamond  in  the  rough. 


"Oops — -'scuse  me!  Mus'  be  tha' 
dam  bier  again!"  muttered  the 
drunk  as  he  bumped  into  the  hearse. 


Phi:  That  was  some  chicken  you 
took  out  last  night. 

Psi:  Yeah,  when  I  stopped  to 
park,  she  went  and  flew  the  coupe. 


"Howcum  Mr.  Henpeck  feels  so 
happy?" 

"His  wife  is  waiting  for  her  set 
of  false  teeth,  and  it's  the  first  time 
he's  had  a  chance  to  have  the  last 
word." 

TWELVE 


PARROT 


I'm  sorry,  darling,  but  I  can't 
kiss  you  any  more.  The  doctor 
says  I  have  trenchmouth. 

Oh,  Horatio!  You  modest  hero! 
Why  didn't  you  tell  me  you'd  been 
a  soldier! 

m    ■     ■ 

Director:  My  boy,  you  have  the 
makings  of  a  great  actor! 

Tom  Mix  (coming  up)  :  Yeah, 
I'll  say  you  have!  Gimme  back  that 
Bull   Durham   you   just   borrowed. 


Editor:  What  I  want  to  know 
is  this.     Are  these  jokes  clean? 

Humorist  (heh,  heh)  :  Well,  they 
oughta  be  by  this  time.  They've 
been  censored  six  times  so  far. 


"It   was    a    black   horse    .   .    ." 

Captain:  — and  remember  men, 
shoot  to  kill,  for  dead  men  bear  no 
tales! 

Voice  from  ranks:  Yeah?  Betcha 
yer  ancestors  did,  you  big  baboon! 

Captain:  Who  said  that!  By 
God,  no  man  can  make  a  monkey 
outto  me! 

V.  F.  R. :  No,  God  did  that. 


Kappa:  Dearie,  does  your  house 
mother  believe  in  Birth  Control? 

Climax:  I  don't  know,  really. 
She's  too  busy  taking  care  of  my 
thirty  sisters  to  give  it  much 
thought. 


One  thing  kinda  led  to  another, 
said  the  mule  as  its  tail  was  pulled. 


Frosh:  Ow!  Dammit,  all  this 
paddling  sure  does  give  me  a  pain 
in  the  neck. 

Soph:  Man,  you  surely  are  built 
peculiarly! 


America,  the  land  of  the  Free 
dom  of   speech 
love 
beer 

blind  mice 
wheeling 
little  words 


Well,  hell  man!  What  if  we  are 
lost  in  the  Sahara  —  we'll  always 
have  enough  to  eat! 

Yeah?  We're  almost  out  of  food 


now! 


But  we'll  always  have  the  dessert, 
fool! 


"Hm  —  that's  funny!  Where 
have  I  seen  this  mug  before!"  mur- 
mured the  absent-minded  burglar 
as  he  crawled  under  his  own  bed. 


Sir  Lancelot:  Gadzooks!  Twins 
again,  wife?  I  told  ye  we  should 
have  sold  those  twin  beds! 


Medium  (in  trance)  :  Gugl  glub 
mug  goog! 

1st  Member  of  seance:  What's  the 
matter  with  the  medium  tonight? 

2nd  Ditto:  Guess  she's  not  in  the 
right  spirit. 


FIVE   YEARS 

LATER 


PURPLE 
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Bob:  What  the  hell  are  all  those 
chickens  doing  over  there  at  the  side 
of  the  road? 

Marion:  Oh,  they're  watching  a 
man  lay  a  sidewalk. 


Sultan:  Come  here,  O  Pearl  of 
the  Orient!  I  want  you  for  my 
favorite  wife! 

The  Pearl:  Oh,  Sully!  You 
wouldn't  kid  me,  would  you? 


Conig:  Darling,  do  you  ever 
dream  of  me? 

Willy:  Oh,  sure!  About  once  a 
month. 


Jack:  Wanta  light  for  your  cigar- 
ette? 

Vic:  Hell  no!  I  just  throw  my 
cig  in  the  air,  and  it  lights  on  the 
floor. 


Dottie  (with  sore  eye)  :  Thay! 
Have  you  theen  my  thty? 

Fred:  How  can  I,  with  that 
dress  on? 


Ostrich  Owner:  You  know  I'm 
in  a  hell  of  a  fix  since  that  mason 
laid  that  brick  wall  around  my 
ostrich  farm.  The  darn  birds  have 
quit  laying  eggs. 

Friend:  Just  a  little  touch  of 
professional  jealousy,  that's  all. 


SEVEN    YEARS 

UATER 


m 


BURNT  TOAST 
Here's  to  Life's  brief,  burning  mo- 
ments 
Which,  placed  end  to  end, 
Would  occupy 
One  brief  day  of 
Heav'nly  bliss. 
And  we,  poor  mortals,  eke 
Our  sad  existence  out — 
Until  we  die 

And  leave  this  hollow  world — 
For  only  this! 

— D.  Lott 


Street-car  conductor:  See  here, 
sonny.  Put  some  money  in  the  box. 
You  can't  tell  me  you're  not  six 
years  old. 

Youngster:  "Vass  you  dere, 
Sharlie?' 


Tourist:  How!  Chiefs!  Ugh! 
Ugh!  Heap  big  Injun!  Wahoo! 

i  st  Chief:  What  is  he  attempting 
to  articulate,  my  dear  Chief  Slight- 
ly-Higher-Than-Kite? 

2nd  Ditto:  Reahlly,  my  esteemed 
Chief  Slightly-Damp-Bottom,  I 
couldn't  say.  But  you  know  these 
foreigners! 


"It   was   a   white    horse    .    .   ." 


She:  The  smoothest  guy  called 
on  me  last  night! 

He:  So?  I  went  by  your  place 
but  I  didn't  see  any  lights  on. 

She:  Oh,  he  had  a  lot  of  bright 
ideas. 


"I'm    leavin'.     Can't    stand    all    this 
argument." 

Delt:    How  much  do  you  want 
to  mount  this  skin? 

Taxidermist:     Fifty    dollars 
mounted — forty  dollars  stuffed. 

Delt:   WHAT?   $50.00  mount- 
ed?    You  can  just  stuff  it — ! 


Phi:   Say,  does  your  gal  wear  a 
brace  when  she  ice-skates? 

Mew:  Of  corset! 


SWEET  DREAMS! 
God!  No  sleep  last  night!  A 
hard  day  at  the  office  today  and 
now  I  can't  get  to  sleep.  Maybe  if 
I  count  sheep — !  Sheep  number 
one  jumped  through  the  hole  in 
the  fence.  Sheep  number  two 
jumped  through  the  hole  in  the 
fence.  Sheep  number  three  jumped 
through  the  fence  hole.  Sheep 
number  five  jumped  through  the 
hole  fence.  Sheep  number  jumped 
through  the  six  holer  fence.  Seven 
sheep  jumber  numped  fole  hence. 
Eight  sheeps  jump  numbered  fence 
hole.  Nine  jumped  sheep  fenced- — 
ten  fenced  sheeps  jump  holes  — 
'Eeven  holes  jump  sheep  —  Sheep 
holes  jump  —  sheep — jump — sheep 
—  sheep  —  sheep  —  bzzzz- 
ZZZZAW!!  (Five  minutes  later — 
sitting  up — wide  awake.)  Dam'! 
I  forgot  to  count  number  four! 

— D.  Lott 


THIRTEEN 
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PENT  HOUSE  LOVE 
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In  the  Greek  drama  one  finds 
the  chorus,  telling  the  customers, 
if  any,  what  has  happened,  and 
what  will  happen.  Those  of  us 
who  have  taken  French,  or  whom 
French  has  taken,  have  heard  of 
the  Static  Drama.  Static  Drama's 
action  was  all  talk,  just  like  a  Re- 
publican Administration's. 

The  following  playlet  combines 
the  best  features  of  both  and  in  ad- 
dition realizes  a  goal  to  which  Eu- 
gene O'Neill  has  striven  all  his  life. 
There  is  no  stage,  there  is  no  scen- 
ery, there  are  no  actors.  Imagine' 
that!  Now  to  begin. 

There  is  a  pause  and  someone  in 
the  audience  will  say:  "What  the 
hell  is  the  matter." 

You  answer  sweetly:  "I  was 
waiting  for  the  orchestra  to  finish 
the  overture."  *Then  you  begin. 

Imagine  a  room  in  an  apartment. 
There  is  furniture  (three  install- 
ments yet  unpaid)  all  around.  In 
one  corner  is  a  divan.  On  it  a  man 
and  woman  are  sitting.  What  are 
they  doing?  Well,  the  man  has  just 


finished  singing,  "Let's  Put  Out  the 
Light  and  Go  to  Bed."  It  is  early 
and  there  is  a  dim  light,  but  the 
woman  must  be  dumb  because  she 
says: 

"You'd  better  go  now,  I'm  be- 
ginning to  like  you  and  besides — ." 

Before  the  man  has  time  to  an- 
swer a  key  is  heard  in  the  door,  the 
door  opens,  a  man  walks  in,  the 
woman  says:  "Oh  hell."  The  man 
pulls  a  gun,  he  shoots  both  of  them, 
then  he  turns  on  all  the  lights,  and 
goes  over  to  look  at  the  pair,  lying 
dead  on  the  floor. 

He  says: 

"My  God,  I'm  in  the  wrong 
apartment." 

The  imaginary  curtain  comes 
down  quickly  to  protect  the  great 
producer  from  a  shower  of  plates, 
bread,  water,  pitchers,  etc. 

(*Editor's  note:  Of  course  there  is 
no  orchestra  and  no  overture  so 
everyone  should  laugh.  They  prob- 
ably won't.) 


"No  rest  for  the  wicket." 


MINERVA 

I  call  her  my  automobile  girl. 
Sometimes  I'd  like  to  choke  her, 
cause  she's  sorta  slow  in  getting 
started,  but  when  she  gets  warmed 
up — mm  boy!  She's  got  smooth 
lines,  her  body  style  is  perfect,  and 
is  she  fast!  When  she's  set  against 
something,  I  can't  make  her  back 
out.  But  then  again  she  gets  me 
all  wrought  up  and  I  like  to  throw 
in  a  clutch  for  good  measure,  but 
when  I  do  I  always  get  my  foot  in- 
to it.  Sometimes  she's  just  a  flat 
tire,  sometimes  she's  a  couple  of 
them.  However,  we  seem  to  pull 
through  somehow.  Last  week  she 
was  terribly  stuck  up.  She  swore 
she  wouldn't  go  with  me,  but  after 
working  four  hours  I  finally  got 
her  going.  I  think  the  weather  af- 
fects her,  at  least  she's  rather  tem- 
peramental about  hot  and  cold.  If 
she  had  new  rings,  I  gas  she'd  be 
oil  right. 


Girl  (soliciting  for  a  magazine)  : 
If  you'll  take  it  for  two  years  I'll 
take  off  a  quarter,  if  you'll  take  it 
for  five  years  I'll  take  off  half. 

Man  (being  solicited)  :  I'll  take 
it  for  ten  years. 


"How's  your  uncle?" 

"He  just  got  back  from  California  and  you  Hollywood  know  him." 
FOURTEEN 


I  was  a  one  armed  paper-hanger 
with  hives.  The  old  lady  used  to 
run  a  rooming  house,  and  the  only 
crime  I  ever  committed  was  when 
I  hung  the  border  in  the  front 
south  room. 


PIRPL 


Second  Looey:    "I  see  there  is  a 
white  spot  on  your  uniform." 

Private:    "G'wan,    a    little    bird 
must  have  told  you." 

Penn.    State    "Froth" 


In  Charge:  "I'm  sorry,  old  fel- 
low, but  I'll  have  to  put  you  on  a 
special   diet   with   a  special   nurse." 

Charged:  "That's  all  right,  Doc, 
but  what  kind  of  a  couch  is  a 
diet?"  Virginia    "Reel" 


Case:    "You've   taken   elocution, 
haven't  you?" 

Julie:    "Yes." 

C:   "Can  you  say,   'What  am  I 
doing'?    in    four    different    ways?" 

J. :  "Of  course — 

WHAT  am  I  doing? 

what  Am  I  doing? 

what  am  /  doing? 

what  am  I  DOING? 

C. :  "Making  a  damfool  of  your- 
self!" 
Randolph  Macon  "Old  Maid" 


"Keep  the  change,"  replied  the 
old  lady  as  she  slipped  the  bum  a 
new  suit  of  underwear. 

Anapolis  "Log" 


"Come  out  in  the  woods,"  said 
the   i/c.   "I  hear  a  nightingale." 

She  followed  him.      It  wasn't  a 
nightingale — it  was  a  lark." 

Anapolis    "Log" 


"How  do  you  like  my   new  robe?" 
"Sheik,  Abdullah,   absolutely  sheik." 


PARROT 


"One  little  thing  led  to  an  udder." 


Life's  little  problem:  The  elec- 
trician is  calling  on  his  best  girl, 
no  one  is  home,  and  the  fuse  blows 
out.  Temple  "Owl" 


"That  girl's  a  lady,  I'll  have  you 
know!" 

"How    do    you    know    she's    a 
lady?" 

"Look  at  the  sign  on  the  door 
she  just  went  in." 

Anapolis   "Log" 


Three's   a    crowd:    and    there   were 

three. 
He,  the  lamp,  and  lovely  she, 
Two   is   company,    and   no   doubt, 
That   is   why   the  lamp  went   out. 
V.  I.  P.  "Skipper" 


The  way  to  get  across  the  street 
when  the  cars  keep  coming  like  this 
is  to  wait  until  they  come  like 

this. 

Penn.  "Punch  Bowl" 


Freshman 
Sophomore 
Senior  College. 

Culture 

Learning 

Lots  of  knowledge. 

Phi  Beta  Kappa 
Much  enjoyed. 

Graduation — 
Unemployed. 
Minnesota  "Ski-U-Mah" 


When  a  girl's  face  is  her  fortune, 
it  usually  runs  into  an  attractive 
figure.  Exchange 


ist  Mate:   "What  kind  of  birds 

are  them?" 

2nd  Mate:   "Them  are  gulls." 
ist  Mate:     "Gulls    or    boys,     I 

don't  like  'em." 

Oklahoma  "Whirlwind" 


"I'll  bet  you  can't  tell  me  why 
most  flannel  is  red  in  color." 

"Oh,  yes  I  can.  Because  it  is  vir- 
gin wool  blushing  at  what  it 
hides."  Virginia   "Reel" 


Delt:  "What  kind  of  a  dress  did 
she  wear  to  the  party  last  night?" 

Delta:  "I  can't  remember,  I  think 
it  was  checked." 

Delt:    'You   don't    say!      That 
must  have  been  a  real  party." 
Alabama  " Rammer- Jammer" 


Pi:    "Florence    has    the    biggest 
Hispano-Suiza  I  have  ever  seen." 

Phi:  "Yes,  I  know,  and  she  will 
wear  those  tight  dresses." 

Exchange 


Co-ed: 
with  one 


"I    was    out   last    night 
of    the    boys    from    the 
basketball  team." 

Friend:   "In  what  position  does 
he  play?" 

Co-ed:   "Think  I'd  tell?" 

Chicago  "Phoenix" 
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ANNUAL  ARTICLE  ON  SPRING 


by  Ned  (the  sap  is  flowing)  Hullinger 


Spring  is  in  the  air  but  not  al- 
ways in  the  clocks.  And  with  air 
as  a  theme,  the  object  is  to  acquire 
plenty  of  this  fresh  air,  for  you 
must  have  an  excess  in  order  to 
give  your  steady  girl-friend  some, 
after  you  see  somebody  else's  walk 
down  the  street  in  one  of  the  new 
spring  fashions.  Fashions  in  this 
case  is  a  synonym  for  dress  and  not 
automobile  —  how  could  a  girl 
walk  in  an  automobile?  Ask  your- 
self this  question  before  you  read 
on!  This  can  be  solved  without 
the  use  of  square  roots.  We  under- 
stand there  has  been  a  movement  on 
foot  and  some  on  horseback  to 
supply  oxygen  tanks  on  the  campus 
for  free  air.  (It'll  be  put  on  the 
tuition  bills  next  year.)  Moral: 
If  you  must  chop  a  girl's  head  off 
— use  the  oxygen  and  not  the 
hatchet.  If  you  must  take  a  girl 
out  to  Wilmette  Harbor,  don't 
make  yourself  at  home  because  it 
isn't  your  home.  If  it  is  your 
home  not  go  to  bed  nor  take  a  bath 
for  you  have  a  guest.  If  you're  not 
sure  whether  it  is  your  home  or 
not — stop  drinking — flip  a  coin — 
call  for  mother  —  take  poison. 
Moral:  You  can't  expect  your  date 
to  have  brains,  poison  personality — 
all  three  on  the  same  night. 

For  a  date — do  not  pick  a  beauty 
queen — I  believe  in  clubs  for  beauty 
queens  and  in  some  cases  a  gun  will 
be  the  better  weapon.  If  you  have 
to  deal  with  a  queen — you'll  have 
to  have  the  jack  or  you'll  have  the 
duece  to  pay  and  also  the  bill.  (I 
do  not  mean  Bill  Riley  in  this 
case.)  You  may  have  been  a  city 
slicker  back  in  the  home  town  but 
with  a  beauty  queen — you're  just 
a  common,  ordinary  raincoat.  Beau- 
ty is  only  skin  deep  and  they  us- 
ually do.  Organs  may  peal  pota- 
toes but  beauties  will  skin  you. 

Now  as  to  what  the  girl-friend 
should  wear.  If  her  dress  looks 
like  a  tent — go  immediately  and 
find  the  person  that  made  it — then 
firmly  place  the  left  and  right  hand 
across   this   person's   face    with   in- 
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creasing  velocity — the  object  is  to 
bruise  or  in  poetic  terms — "Oh 
mar  the  tent  maker!"  On  the 
other  hand  you  do  not  want  "the 
dove"  to  wear  something  that  looks 
like  a  pillow-slip  for  bees.  Or 
maybe  some  of  you  guys  do — if 
you  do — you'll  have  to  beehive  and 
act  correct.  At  the  spring  dances, 
you'll  find  that  summer  formal  and 
some  are  in  ordinary  clothes.  It 
is  better  to  dance  with  a  girl,  if 
you  are  a  man.  Do  not  dance 
flesh  to  flesh  nor  flask  to  flask. 
Moral:  Do  not  dance.  While  the 
music  is  softly  winging  through 
the  atmospheric  conditions  —  take 
the  "wren"  out  and  "pick  a  few 
barrels  of  water-cress."  To  do  this 
— you  must  have  had  experience 
and  be  numbered  among  the  best 
of  the  "lush-hunters."  If  the  music 
sounds  nuts — it  will  probably  be 
a  few  bars  from  "The  Chocolate 
Soldier."  Be  certain  of  the  bars — 
they  must  not  be  ones  with  a  foot- 
rail  and  a  lot  of  glasses  on  top — 
nor  must  they  be  on  windows  and 
doors.  Even  the  birds  have  these 
— take  the  crowbar  for  instance. 
But  if  you  take  the  bird  —  turn 
around  and  smack  the  guy  that 
gave  it  to  you — or  put  a  glove  on. 
Watch  out  and  stay  out  of  the 
small  inclines  for  maybe  there's 
bar  in  them  there  hills. 

If  you  have  dragged  a  date  out 
to  dance — it's  a  good  bet  that  she 
will  wake  up  and  carry  you  home. 
Don't  be  disappointed  if  you  have 
a  date  with  one  of  the  child 
prodigies — remember  Rome  wasn't 
built  in  a  day  either.  If  your  date 
leaves  you — take  a  taxi  home — but 
don't  kiss  it  good  night.  It  won't 
talk  back  because  it  will  probably 
be  yellow.  If  your  date  hasn't  left 
you — she's  asleep.  When  you  take 
the  "sweet"  up  to  the  door,  remem- 
ber that  the  good  night  kiss  cus- 
tom is  one  of  long  standing — that 
is  unless  the  house  mother  is  up. 
And  if  the  house  mother  is  up — 
ask  her  to  go  out — really  she's  not 
the  mother    of    the    house,     'cause 


houses  don't  have  parents  —  they 
have  rooms  and  rooms  have  daven- 
ports— if  you're  thirsty — tear  open 
the  davenport  until  you  find  the 
spring.  She  won't  go  out  — but 
you  will.  Alright  that  makes  it 
one  out  and  a  man  on  second — but 
he'll  get  five  years  for  stealing  third 
and  we  arrive  at  the  subject  of  bars 
again.     So  we'll  bar  it. 

Springtime  means  to  pun  quite 
frequently.  We  talked  about  the 
queens — so  select  the  king  as  a  sub- 
ject to  pun  upon.  But  there  you're 
left  holding  the  bottle  again  'cause 
the  king  isn't  a  subject.  To  enjoy 
the  spring — don't  forget  to  keep 
the  scholarship  up.  A  scholarship 
is  not  a  boat  that  carries  students. 
Things  that  carry  students  are 
patrol   wagons. 

But  it  not  only  is  spring  in 
America.  We  understand  that  in 
India,  everything  is  fine  and 
Ghandi.  And  also  there  are  no  in- 
sane asylums  in  Arabia  because 
there  are  no-mad  people  in  that 
country.  In  Russia,  before  the 
chickens  go  to  bed,  they  say  prayers 
— can't  you  just  hear  a  hen  say — 
"Now,  I  lay  me — ."  England  is 
trying  to  bring  prosperity  back  by 
decorating  all  the  mail-boxes  with 
signs  reading  "Post  no  bills." 
Spring!  When  the  moon  is  full  and 
so  are  you.  The  stars  come  out 
and  so  do  your  teeth.  Every  boy 
has  his  girl  but  the  ditch  digger  has 
his  pick.  If  you've  never  met  a 
ditch  digger — when  you  see  one  of 
his  holes — drop  in  sometime.  Yep, 
Old  man  Weather  has  bestowed  us 
with  the  gift  of  spring  and  there's 
no  time  like  the  present.  We  don't 
envy  Roosevelt,  'cause  when  you're 
President  there's  no  room  for  im- 
provement— there  is  also  no  room 
at  Wilmette  Harbor  these  nights. 
Perhaps  the  University  could  rent 
the  Baha'i  temple.  So  as  the  fe- 
male always  shouts,  "A-men."  and 
the  temples  say,-  "Baha'i" — we'll 
be  like  the  banks  of  Michigan  and 
quit,   too. 
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Femme — "Don't    you    love    me 

anymore,  darling?" 

Elmer — "Of  course  I  do." 
Femme — "But  I  haven't  had  to 

slap  your  face  for  a  week." 

Anapolis   "Log" 


Theta:     "Do    you    know    any 
foreign  tongues?" 

Sig  Alph:    "No,   I  go  out  only 
with  American  girls." 

Arizona  "Kitty-Kat" 


A  skunk  sat  on  a  stump, 

The     stump     thought     the     skunk 

stunk 
And  the  skunk  thought  the  stump 

skunk. 
(  .  .  .  Oh  well,  now  try  again.) 
Texas  "Battalion" 


Motorist  (to  country  general 
storekeeper)  :  "What  have  you  in 
the  shape  of  automobile  tires?" 

Storekeeper:  "Funeral  wreaths, 
life  preservers,  doughnuts,  life- 
savers,  and  invalid  cushions." 

"Wit" 


"Wearing  the  black  glasses  on  ac- 
count of  Pink  Eye,  Bill?" 

"No,  Vanities,  front  row,  or- 
chestra seat."  "Rice  Owl" 


After  reading  the  collegiate  hum- 
orous magazines  one  can  under- 
stand why  material  for  publication 
is  called  "copy." 

Notre  Dame  "Juggler" 


One:    "Is    it    cold    enough    out- 
side for  a  coat?" 

Two:  "Yes,  and  for  pants,  too." 
Anapolis   "Log" 


Mary  had  a  little  Iamb; 
The  doctor  fainted. 

Yale  "Record" 


She:   How  old  do  you  think  I 
am? 

He:   Oh,  about  twenty-one. 

She:   How  did  you  guess? 

He:  I  just  counted  the  rings  un- 
der your  eyes. 

Royal  "Gaboon" 


WHAT  A  MAN/   WHATA  MAM// 


AT  THE    PROM     -*W 
HE   KEPT'&M 
ALL  BREATH  LESS/ 
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The   Payoff    [a  short  story] 


by  R.  H.  Halpin 


She  had  him  down,  there  was 
no  doubting  that.  Anyone  who 
watched  him  pacing  to  and  fro  on 
the  library  steps  would  have  real- 
ized that  something  was  wrong. 
He  alternated  his  glances  between 
the  doors  and  the  tower  clock, 
hoping  she  would  come,  knowing 
she  wouldn't. 

Everything  had  started  very 
simply.  One  of  his  friends  had 
been  standing  in  a  hall  with  her, 
waiting  for  a  class  to  begin.  Al- 
ways willing  to  meet  good  looking 
girls,  he  had  approached  them.  The 
introduction,  followed  by  a  per- 
functory conversation,  seemed  to 
pretend  nothing  special.  The  next 
day  he  passed  her  on  the  campus. 
Something  about  her  smile  got  him. 

One  of  the  pleasant  things,  he 
thought,  about  the  school,  was  the 
ease  with  which  one  might  date,  or 
at  least  try  to  date,  anything  that 
struck  one's  fancy.  The  directory 
yielded  her  phone  number.  A  call 
did  the  rest,  and  like  Barkus,  the 
girl  was  willin'. 

She  lived  in  town,  and  Sunday 
afternoon  was  the  chosen  time.  As 
the  campus  males,  like  some  wild 
animals,  prefer  hunting  in  pairs,  he 
brought  along  a  friend.  Perhaps 
he  only  wanted  his  judgment  con- 
firmed. One  does  not  like  to  rave 
about  a  girl  and  discover  later  that 
everyone  else  rates  her  at  only  fifty 
percent.  The  friend  went  through 
photograph  albums  and  magazines 
while  he  built  his  fences. 

Everything  about  the  girl  was 
above  par.  There  was  no  doubt- 
ing that  she  was  attractive.  Her 
clothes,  her  talk,  her  dancing,  and 
very  important  in  these  cases,  her 
mother,  all  registered.  He  believed 
for  a  while  that  he  had  discovered 
a  rare  jewel,  unknown  to  everyone 
else.  When  the  conversation  drift- 
ed to  mutual  acquaintances  the 
illusion  was  dispelled.  The  only 
man  he  knew  whom  she  hadn't 
dated  or  met  was  the  football 
trainer  who  already  has  a  wife  and 
three  children. 
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At  the  present  time  she  was  dat- 
ing about  five  different  people,  and 
he  wondered  how  she  had  managed 
an  hour  for  him.  Her  mother  an- 
swered this  later  when  she  laugh- 
ingly reminded  the  girl  that  this 
was  the  time  set  aside  for  the  week- 
end's schoolwork.  He  felt  a  little 
weak  by  this  time. 

Dancing  with  her  made  him  no 
stronger.  She  was  so  warm,  so 
soft,  so  vibrant  that  he  could  not 
think  coherently.  He  found  him- 
self missing  steps  and  swearing 
softly.  He  was  a  big  boy,  and 
should  have  known  better.  An 
ill-fated  summer  romance  had  made 
him  swear  to  fall  for  no  one,  yet 
here  he  was  making  an  ass  of  him- 
self. 

Vainly  he  reasoned  as  he  sat 
holding  her  hand  (this  was  the  best 
he  could  manage)  that  with  nine- 
teen hundred  girls  around  he  was 
a  fool  for  getting  quivery  all  over. 
Where  would  he  get  the  time  and 
money  necessary  for  a  successful 
campaign?  He  saw  his  money 
slipping  into  a  sea  of  lemon  cokes 
and  chocolate  sodas.  He  saw  his 
evenings,  hitherto  used  for  study, 
spent  in  trips  to  the  western  part 
of  town.  He  capitulated  com- 
pletely. 

She  had  one  class  Tuesday  after- 
noons. Yes,  she'd  meet  him  at  two 
in  front  of  the  library.  He  went 
home,  a  little  upset.  The  friend 
was  only  half-impressed.  The 
friend  coldly  reminded  him  that  he 
was  a  sucker  for  blue  eyes.  Why 
not  wise  up.  All  of  the  sarcasm 
was  lost  on  the  sleepwalker.  His 
head  was  in  the  clouds  by  that 
time. 

Monday  passed,  as  it  always  does, 
and  Tuesday  arrived,  eventually. 
Only  this  week  it  seemed  to  take 
a  little  longer  than  usual  in  com- 
ing. He  dressed  with  infinite  care 
to  achieve  that  air  of  informal 
sloppiness  so  dear  to  the  heart  of 
the  true  collegian.  As  he  surveyed 
his  tan  sweater,  heavy  grey  flan- 
nels, and  brown  buckskin  shoes  be- 


fore donning  his  topcoat,  he  was 
forced  to  admit  that  he  really 
looked  good.    He  was  ready. 

Lunch  was  consumed,  though  he 
could  not  have  told  you  what  he 
ate.  It  was  as  bad  as  that,  for  his 
appetite  was  the  envy  of  his  com- 
panions, and  the  despair  of  the 
cook.  The  usual  perusal  of  the 
college  daily  was  neglected,  even  the 
newspaper  lay  untouched  on  the 
floor.  His  friend  of  Sunday  knew 
the  reason,  and  shoved  it  with  the 
others.  He  fled  to  escape  the  kind 
counsel  and  suggestions  generously 
showered  upon  him. 

Two  o'clock  came,  and  he  was 
at  the  library.  Boys  came  out,  girls 
came  out;  girls  went  in,  boys  went 
in.  The  vision  of  loveliness  for 
which  he  waited  put  in  no  appear- 
ance. Wonder  came  first,  incredul- 
ity followed,  next  disappointment, 
then  anger. 

What  the  hell!  Did  she  think 
he  was  a  sap?  No  girl  could  stand 
him  up  like  that.  The  dirty  little 
so  and  so,  what  a  crust  she  had. 
Was  she  somewhere  around  laugh- 
ing at  him?  Or  had  she  gone  off 
with  someone  else?  He  turned 
savagely  homeward.  He's  show 
her.      How?      That   was   a   poser. 

Suppose  he  ignored  her.  Their 
paths  crossed  only  once  a  week,  and 
she  might  not  realize  she  was  be- 
ing ignored.  He  wouldn't  phone 
again.  But  she  might  not  miss  his 
voice  among  all  the  others  who  did 
call.  He  could  have  a  friend  tell 
her  what  he  thought  of  her.  That 
method  required  too  much  distaste- 
ful explanation.  It  was  hard  to 
find  an  adequate  solution. 

Suppose,  however,  that  she  had 
been  sick,  or  hadn't  gone  to  class. 
Suppose  she  had  remembered  a  for- 
gotten engagement  with  the  dentist, 
or  her  hairdresser.  Once  his  mind 
got  on  this  track,  he  began  to  feel 
better.  His  vanity  helped  him  in- 
vent excuses  for  her.  By  the  time 
he  reached  home  he  was  ready  to 
phone  her  immediately. 

She   answered.      He   waited   for 
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the  explanation  —  it  came.  She 
hadn't  felt  well  at  all.  She  had 
walked  back  to  the  campus  after 
lunch  and  caught  a  cold,  with  a 
headache  attached.  She  had  left 
the  library  by  the  back  door  and 
gone  straight  home.  She  was  as 
sorry  as  could  be,  would  he  forgive 
her  just  this  once?  He  wavered 
while  his  pride  fought  a  battle  with 
his  intelligence.  The  excuse  wasn't 
very  good,  there  was  no  reason  for 
her  not  coming  out  the  front  way 
to  tell  him.  Her  voice,  like  the 
rest  of  her,  was  a  winner.  He 
weakened  gradually,  but  a  male 
chuckle  at  her  end  of  the  line,  and 
her  quick  "hush"  decided  the  issue, 
Something  had  to  be  done  quick- 
ly or  he  would  never  be  able  to 
hold  up  his  head  again.  He  al- 
lowed himself  to  be  coaxed  into 
believing  the  story.  He  could 
easily  imagine  the  names  he  was  be- 
ing called  by  the  pair  of  double- 
crossers.  For  days  he  pondered  on 
the  best  means  of  revenge.  He 
wanted  to  fix  her  so  that  she  would 
stay  fixed.  He  wanted  to  heal  his 
wounded  pride,  and  deflate  the  ego 
of  the  one  who  had  humbled  him. 


At  last  the  answer  came.  The 
Football  Banquet  was  ten  days 
away.  She  was  only  a  freshman, 
and  couldn't  know  everything.  He 
met  her,  by  design,  and  casually 
mentioned  that  he  had  two  tickets 
for  it.  He  spoke  of  others  that  he 
had  attended,  and  how  much  fun 
they  were.  She  accepted  eagerly 
when  he  asked  her  to  go. 

The  day  of  the  banquet  came. 
At  five  o'clock  he  phoned  from 
downtown.  He  had  been  detained, 
and  would  not  be  able  to  come  and 
get  her.  Would  she  mind  coming 
to  the  hotel  alone?  No?  Fine,  he 
would  leave  her  ticket  with  the 
mail-clerk.  She  could  come  right 
in,  and  of  course  they  would  sit 
together. 

At  twelve  o'clock  that  night  he 
arrived  home.  The  food  had  been 
excellent,  the  speeches  short,  music 
good.  He  had  added  two  or  three 
stories  to  his  collection.  The  seat 
next  to  him  had  been  empty.  He 
had  been  pleased  by  that  because 
his  appetite  had  returned,  so  he  ate 
two  salads. 

His  roommate,    who    had    been 
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home  all  evening,  was  waiting  for 
him.  What  the  hell  had  he  done? 
Some  girl  had  been  phoning  for 
hours  trying  to  get  him.  She  told 
a  wild  story  about  his  asking  her 
to  the  Banquet,  and  her  going  down 
there.  Didn't  he  know  it  was  al- 
ways a  stag  affair? 

Yes,  yes,  he  had  known,  and  as 
he  climbed  into  bed  he  prayed  that 
she  would  frame  her  ticket. 


PHILOSOPHIZING 
Wistful  eyes 
And  plaintive  sighs 
Make  me  sad. 

Saucy  smiles 
Enticing  wiles 
Makes  me  mad. 

Poignant  charms 
And  loving  arms 
Make  me  glad. 

Pulsing  lips 
And  slender  hips 
Makes  me  bad! 

"The  Shine." 
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ds  with  the  business  manager 

In  the  Spring  a  young  man's  fancy  .  .  .  Experts  agree  that  Spring  does 
things  to  young  men  and  to  young  women,  too.  It  isn't  here  yet,  but  it 
is  only  a  matter  of  a  few  weeks  off.  NOW  is  the  time  students  are  plan- 
ning their  Spring  purchases.  They'll  be  ready  to  go  shopping  the  moment 
the  sun  pokes  its  head  through  the  clouds. 


Will  you  have  attracted  the  attention  of  these  1,500  students  with  their 
average  weekly  buying  power  of  $4.00  per  capita?  You  must  reach  them 
before  they  have  decided  where  to  spend  their  money.  Get  your  bid  in 
ahead  of  time  and  turn  the  tide  your  way. 


A  special  group  is  busy  now  preparing  a  survey  of  student  buying  habits. 
Our  check-up  to  date  shows  that  students  patronize  advertisers  regularly 
for  all  their  purchases.  In  a  short  time  we'll  be  able  to  give  you  exact  figures 
on  just  what  students  are  planning  to  buy  from  you  within  the  next  few 
months. 


on  a  subject  of  timely  interest 

Behind  all  this  is  the  desire  of  our  complete  advertising  department  to  be 
of  genuine  service.  A  copy  staff  is  ready  to  keep  you  supplied  with  copy 
that  will  appeal  to  a  collegiate  audience.  Our  Service  Department  is  to 
see  that  your  advertisement  is  brought  to  the  attention  of  every  student 
on  campus. 


Remember — advertising  in  the  Purple  Parrot  means  triple  service:  a  high 
class  advertisement,  your  name  and  specialty  posted  monthly  on  seventy-five 
bulletin  boards  in  fraternities  and  open  houses,  and  any  further  assistance 
which  our  publication  may  offer  to  aid  you  in  contacting  student  buyers. 


Advertisers  are  realizing  what  direct  contact  with  collegiate  buyers  means. 
Our  February  issue  showed  a  sixty-two  percent  increase  in  advertising  over 
the  previous  number;  four  hundred  more  copies  were  printed.  And  again 
over  fifteen  hundred  students  responded  with  their  patronage.  Invite  them 
to  do  the  same  to  you  by  using  the  Purple  Parrot  for  your  Spring  advertising 

CARL  F.  BUTTS 

Advertising  Promoter 


TWENTY 


PATRONIZE   PURPLE   PARROT  ADVERTISERS 


"Your  teeth  are  like  the  stars,"  he 
said 
And  pressed  her  hand  so  white, 
He  spoke  the    truth    for,    like    the 
stars, 
Her  teeth  came  out  at  night. 
Maryland  "Old  Line" 


Conductor:  Can't  you  see  that 
sign.   "No  Smoking?" 

Sailor:  Sure,  Mate  that's  plain 
enough,  but  there  are  so  many 
dippy  signs  here.  One  says,  "Wear 
Nemo  Corsets."  So  I  ain't  paying 
attention  to  any  of  them. 

Anapolis  "Log" 


Mr.  Snappy:  The  milkman  told 
me  he  necked  every  dame  on  this 
route,  with  the  exception  of  one. 

Mrs.  Snappy:  That  must  be  that 
stuck-up  Mrs.  Ritz,  next  door. 
Rice  "Owl" 


"And  what  can  you  do?" 
"Call  thignalls,  thir." 

Georgia   "Yellow  Jacket" 


"Do  you  intend  to  marry  a  vir- 


gin?" 


'If  she  insists." 

Cornell  "Widow" 


He:  "I  just  learned  a  new  dance 
step.  Are  your  folks  at  home?" 

She:  "No,  why?" 

He:  "Come  on,  I'll  show  it  to 
you."  Yale  "Record 


Sign  in  a  Scotch  Cafe:  Use  less 
sugar  and  stir  like  hell,  we  don't 
mind  the  noise. 

Alabama  "  Rammer -Jammer" 


"I  sure  am  glad  that  Philadelphia 
won  the  world's  championship." 

"Oh,  so  you're  just  another  ath- 
letic supporter." 

Alabama    " Rammer- Jammer" 


Grandmother:  I  wouldn't  slide 
down  the  banister. 

Johnny:  Wouldn't  Hell!  You 
couldn't.  Lafayette  "Lyre" 


The  hand  that  rocks  the  cradle 
is  the  one  that  used  to  turn  out  the 
parlor  light.         Temple  "Owl" 


"Do  you  like  frog's  legs?" 
"No,   I   never  did  go  for  those 
French  burlesques." 

Reserve  "Red  Cat" 


It's  A 


W  IDEAL 


•    Things  are  looking  up! 

People  are  feeling  better. 

Their  activities  are  moving  forward. 

Any  forward  moving  activity  calls  for  printing  to 

help  keep  it  going. 

We  do  printing.  Not  only  do  we  follow  copy 
and  layouts,  but  we  can  add  to  your  idea  a  dash 
of  sound  advice  gained  in  solving  many  problems 
like  yours.  It  adds  a  bit  of  zest  to  your  message, 
in  many  cases  making  it  more  palatable  for  your 
prospects. 

Let's  get  together.  No  matter  how  small  your 
job,  we'll  help  you  shuffle  together  some  good 
ideas,  experience  and  careful  printing  produc- 
tion to  deal  yourself  a  winning  hand. 

LLOYD   HOLLISTER    INC. 

Printers  and  Publishers 
1232  Central  Avenue  Wilmette 


He:   Would   you  like  to  do  the 
elevator  dance? 

She:    I'd   love   to,    Horace,    how 
does  it  go? 

He:   There  are  no  steps  to  it. 
Grinnell   "Malteaser" 


Arthur  was  a  struggling  young 
painter  who  lived  in  a  garret.  He 
was  too  poor  to  hire  models,  so  the 
servant  girl  stripped  and  posed — 
for  Art's  sake. 

Oklahoma  "Whirlwind" 


"It  has  been  proven  that  oppo- 

sites  attract." 

"Can  you  give  me  an  example?" 
"Sure,    loose    women    and    tight 

men."         M.  I.  T.  "Voo  Doo" 


Chi  O.:  "Well,  how  did  the 
strip  poker  game  come  out?" 

Second  Gold-Digger:  "Oh,  some 
very  good  players  were  uncovered." 
Alabama  " Rammer- Jammer" 


Drunk:  I'm  going  to  murder 
Aimee  Semple  Macpherson,  Huey 
Long,  and  Rudy  Vallee. 

Why? 

Drunk:  For  God,  for  Country, 
and  for  Yale. 

Harvard  "Lampoon" 


"Are  you  ticklish,  cutie?" 
"Yes.  when  anyone  tickles  me  in 

the   ribs,   I'm   absolutely   helpless." 
"Thanks  for  the  tip.  I  was  only 

going  to  tickle  you  under  the  chin." 
"Brown  Jug" 


First:  "Where  are  you  going, 
Tom?" 

Second:  "Up  to  the  gym  to 
punch  the  bag  a  little." 

First:  "When  the  cat's  away — 
eh?"      Vanderbilt  " M asquerader" 


Madam,  you  look  charming  to- 
night. 

Really,  Alphonse,  do  you  like 
my  scant  costume? 

Madam,  I  can  see  only  you. 
Pennsylvania  "Punch  Bowl" 

Mr.  Jones  returned  from  the  of- 
fice before  lunch,  and  entered  the 
house  by  the  kitchen  to  surprise  his 
wife.  Mrs.  Jones  was  busy  with 
the  dishes.  As  he  kissed  the  back 
of  her  head,  what  was  his  dismay 
when,  without  looking  around,  she 
said:  "One  bottle  of  milk  and  a 
pint  of  cream." 

Harvard  "Lampoon" 


ILLUSION  : 

This  very  old  illusion  was  invented 
by  Indian  fakirs.  Robert-Houdin 
used  it  in  claiming  that  ether  could 
make  people  light  as  air.  He  caused 
his  subject  to  rise  into  the  air,  pass- 
ing a  hoop  around  the  body  to  prove 
there  were  no  wires  or  supports. 

EXPLANATION  : 

One  version:  The  girl  wears  a  con- 
cealed harness,  which  ends  in  a 
socket  between  shoulder  blades. 
This  is  attached  to  invisible  mirror- 
covered  piston.  Piston  is  pushed  up 
from  below,  raises  girl  in  air.  Hoop 
is  cut  in  one  place  to  pull  apart  when 
passing  piston. 

SOURCE:  "Modern  Magic"  by  Professor 
Hoffmann  . .  .  George  Eoutledge  &  Sons 


ITS   FUN  TO  BE  FOOLED 

...IT'S  MORE  FUN  TO  KNOW 


) 


Another  "magic  show"  is  the 
illusion  that  cigarettes  can  be 
made  miraculously  "MILD" 
through  manufacturing  methods. 
EXPLANATION:  All  popular  ciga- 
rettes are  made  with  modern 
machinery.  All  are  heat  treated— 
some  more  intensively  than  oth- 
ers, because  inferior,  raw  tobac- 


cos require  more  intensive  treat- 
ment than  choice,  ripe  tobaccos. 
But  these  processes  do  not  ex- 
plain or  achieve  mildness. 

Cigarettes  differ  in  the  cost- 
liness of  the  tobacco  used.  The 
better  the  tobacco,  the  milder  it  is. 

It  is  a  fact,  well  known  by  leaf 
tobacco  experts,  that  Camels 
are  made  from  finer,  MORE 
EXPENSIVE  tobaccos  than 
any  other  popular  brand. 

This  is  why  Camels  are  so  mild. 
It's  the  secret  of  Camels'  rich 
"bouquet" ...  their  cool  flavor... 
their  non-irritating  mildness.  They 
are  kept  fresh  in  the  air-tight, 
welded  Humidor  Pack. 
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MATCHLESS      BLEND 


